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There was no canvas boat this time to convey me across the
river. There was not even a native in sight, though all knew the
night before that we were leaving. Eskimos never say good-bye.
Probably, I said to myself, because they are practical and in-
sensitive. A newcomer means many things: grub, tobacco,
news. He is worth greeting. But a man who leaves is no more
than that, an advantage to nobody. There were other things to
be said than this, but I could not know those other things in my
first week among the Netsilik.

We forded the creek, and when we reached the other bank I
turned, despite myself, hoping at least that someone would wave
a hand. All that I saw was a woman emerging from a tent and
going about her affairs.
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